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"I myself," he went on, "have never stopped learning and so I find
my greatest enemies are those who have been declared masters of art and
of science. William Morris once told me that the money he paid for his
master of arts, I believe it was twenty pounds, was sheer economic waste.
He could have bought himself a book for that money. Of course, if
these diplomas had been decorated by him they would have been priceless
... and I would have been sorry then that I was not a master of arts."
"Instead your diplomas are in the shape of your plays . ..." A smile
showed for a while but immediately disappeared.
"I am really a teacher and my plays are my method of instructing
the 'educated.' The ignorant, I find, don't need me. They arc the self-
helpers like myself, in the vanguard of all the movements which are
slowly transforming the world."
"But not many people are fortunate enough to have a home life
where such ignorance is fostered," I could not help saying.
"Fostered! Every conceivable difficulty was put in my way. I never
saw my father with a book in his hand, and my mother ignored my
existence completely."
"But your mother, I remember, was a very hard worker. When she
taught me singing," Clare said, "I did not know how old she must have
been, but now I realize that she was almost as old as you are now, and
how she worked!"
"My mother and I lived together but there was hardly a word between
us. She was a disillusioned woman. She was most fond of my sisters,
especially Agnes who had pale red hair, really Scotch, not like mine which
was quite auburn> Unfortunately she became ill; we called it going into
a decline then but now it is known as tuberculosis, and my mother spent
all her time trying to get her well. However, she died in the Isle of Wight.
So, with her favourite daughter dead, my father a drunkard and her
only son a drag on her, what she had done for love of music she had to
slave at in her later years for a bare existence. However, when my wife
and I married I saw to it that a good settlement was made in her favour."
Prunus and apple blossom, tulip and daffodil had come again and
gone. Everybody, from the oldest to the child who could hold a tool,
worked at growing food. It seemed wrong to spend the time talking
when there was so much to do.
GJB.S. made for his usual seat in the sitting-room, facing the fireplace
and when there was no fire in the grat^because we wanted to $ave coal,